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Entering Cashmir, traversing the plain by means of the navig-
able channel of the Jhelam and crossing the lakes decked
with water-lilies we ascended " Solomon's throne," a hill jutting
out into the valley.

Prom the summit of this hill was beheld the finest
.panorama in the whole Himalayan region. Deep beneath
our feet lay the city with its highways consisting of canals,
the rocky citadel, the poplar avenues, the lake and its
floating gardens, the Mogul fountains and summer-houses on
its margin, the wooded isle of plane-trees. Beyond there ran
the river meandering in streaks of light through villages and
orchards, here or there spanned by quaint wooden bridges and
sometimes flowing under the ruins left by ancient Hindu
dynasties. In the distance stood the snowy range bounding the
entire circumference of the horizon. To whatever direction our
gaze was turned, whether north toward Ladakh, or south towards
India, or east towards the main Himalayas, or west towards the
Indus, we saw the unbroken boundary of glistening white. The
circumvallation of snow was not uniform, being diversified by
many peaks which the Muhammadans dignify as "Pirs," or
saints, in varying shapes, cones, domes, pyramids or spires.
These are celebrated, some as shrines of pilgrimage, some as
fastnesses of untameable tribes, some as stations for scientific
surveys. With a prospect seen from so great an altitude and
extending over so wide an area as this, atmospheric phenomena in
the utmost variety were visible from sunrise to sunset. One part
of the plains, lakes or mountains in the vast landscape would be
in stormy shadow^ another in sunshine, another in driving
vapour. The eye glanced from the lake reposing in murky
gloom to the summits glittering against the azure, from the
gleams of light across the city groves meads and saffron fields
to the hillside with its shining glaciers and darkling cedars
half shrouded in mist. Fair as was the earth below the sky
above was fairer still. At morn the clouds gathered in roll-
ing volumes of grey tipped with red. At midday they were
white as masses of wool scattered over the blue empyrean, here
and there melting into showers or arched with iridescent